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About the Book


As children, dragged around the country by semi-famous actor parents who could barely take care of themselves, sisters Faith and Constance had to rely on one another.


As adults, though, they have drifted apart: Faith has children and a grounded domestic life – but hasn’t necessarily found unconditional love; whereas Constance, a flight attendant, is always searching for her true place in life.


Then Isadora, the half-sister they never knew existed, makes her dramatic entrance into their lives. This crisis forces Faith and Constance into their long-forgotten childhood habits, and they begin to make their way back to one another and find a new way to be a family.
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I


________


CONSTANCE




 


FOR THE LONGEST TIME, Connie thinks the house in Connecticut is two houses. The one they used to live in with Grammy Spaulding had a pretty yard with giant white flowers growing next to the door, and window boxes with smaller flowers, pink, spilling over the lip. It had a shiny wooden floor in the upstairs bedroom where she and Faith used to skate in their socks. It had places to hide: big closets that smelled like cotton, and an open shape behind the stairs, not the cramped, creepy places of the house they’re in now. Connie hasn’t seen that other house since Grammy went away, and she longs for it, the snow filling in the windowsills, Grammy’s crooked finger tracing their names on the cold pane.


“What happened to that other house?” she asks Faith.


Connie is three. Faith is big; she’s five.


“What house?” Faith says. She is sitting on the dull floor, her legs splayed in front of her, reading a book with butterflies on the cover.


“That house where it snowed and had pink flowers.”


“We didn’t have a house like that. Flowers don’t grow in snow.”


“Oh,” Connie says. She waits a minute. “Where’s Grammy?”


Faith looks at her book, hard. “In heaven,” she says. “I told you.”


Connie knows Faith won’t talk to her anymore now that she has mentioned Grammy.


“Grammy took care of us when I was one,” Connie says, but Faith won’t answer. “I was one years old.”


The house is silent and too small. The other house was big.


“Fix my pants?” she asks Faith.


Faith puts down her book with the butterflies. Connie trails her to the bathroom, yanking her rubber pants and wet panties down to her knees, walking bent over her bare feet.


“Did you go number one or number two?” Faith asks, stepping onto the toilet to reach the sink.


“Number one.”


Connie lies on the bathroom floor—her ruined pants next to her in a shameful heap—and watches Faith wet a washcloth. Faith’s hair has a snag in the back, but the rest of it is combed just right. Faith knows how to do everything. She steps off the toilet, one hand on the sink for balance. “Go like this,” she says, wiping Connie’s bottom. Connie does, then Faith wipes her again and dries her with a towel.


Connie stays on the floor while Faith gets clean panties. “Can I have powder?” she asks, hoping she doesn’t sound too much like a baby. Faith shakes some on. She puts Connie’s feet through the legs of the clean panties and pulls them up, then follows with the same pair of rubber pants. “All done,” she says, and goes out to find her book.


Connie’s rubber pants smell funny but she doesn’t care. She follows Faith, remembering that other house, the one Faith says they never lived in. But they did. Connie remembers everything, even the flower smell of Grammy’s lap, and the stories Grammy used to read over and over from grown-ups’ books, and her songs about animals. Billy says Grammy used to sing like a rusty hinge, but she didn’t. Billy and Delle sing all the time in bird voices, tall, mean, beautiful birds. Sometimes they sing their own names—Billy and Delle, Billy and Delle—up and down the scale. Connie wonders if everybody’s mother and father sing like that.


“Faith?”


“What.”


“Faith?”


Faith tips her head up. “What.”


“Look at me.”


“I’m looking.”


But she isn’t really, and her head tips down again into her book. Connie wishes she could read. She stares out the window over the bumpy lawn. That other house had pink flowers, and snow. She knows it did.


CONNIE HAS TROUBLE with time. She always has to stop and think a minute: how old is she now? Is that smell in the air winter coming, or spring? Faith always seems to know, though her life is the same as Connie’s: back and forth to theater towns all over. The same dingy food, the same noisy sidewalks, the same cramped suites in the same hotels, too cold or too hot. Nothing moves forward. Sometimes they go to school, sometimes not, though they always have books to read: big packets of books that Armand sends to them in every city. Armand is Billy and Delle’s lawyer, the only person they know who likes children.


The hotel they’re in now, where they are watching Billy and Delle run lines, is hot. Not because of the weather, which is cold, but because of the steam heat they can’t control. This is Cleveland, or Columbus—Connie keeps forgetting. Next comes New York, Broadway, weeks and weeks in the worst hotel of all, the noise of the city battering the windows and walls.


Connie can remember being here in Columbus or Cleveland once before, with a different show, when she was seven, or five. She remembers the lady downstairs who does nothing all day but suck on lollipops and smile politely and check people in. She likes Connie and Faith, brings them sandwiches when Billy and Delle don’t, tells them all about her romantic husband. Connie also remembers this sofa, its lurid orange flowers. Today it feels like wet sweaters. Faith is shifting next to her, lifting her sticky legs.


“Charmed,” Billy says from the exact center of the room, extending his hand. He is a count who can’t remember where he hid some important papers; Delle is the countess. Her amber eyes slide over.


“Enchanted,” she says. She rises from a chrome chair she retrieved from the kitchenette. In the play it’s a red velvet divan.


Billy filches a pitch pipe from his pocket, blows one note, and they begin to sing. They sing two verses and a chorus, then break to perform a complicated two-step, counting softly as the imaginary orchestra plays. Connie thinks she can hear it. The song picks up again, then fades off the ends of their voices, the harmony lingering.


Connie doesn’t clap until Faith does. Billy and Delle bow deeply, showing the hard gleam of their teeth. For an instant Connie is flattered by this extravagance, but she senses their looking beyond, sees their eyes sweep past her and her sister into the imaginary second balcony.


“You balled up that same line, Delle,” Billy says. Connie hears the huff of the couch as Faith drops back against it. Billy and Delle are nervous and high-strung because the tour is going badly. They are the same way, only more, when a tour goes well.


“Well, listen to you,” Delle says. “You haven’t had a new line in three weeks.” Connie watches her mother’s neck redden, blushing up into her cheekbones. She is beautiful.


“Don’t start, Delle.”


“How many times can they rewrite this part?” Delle says. “My God, Garrett can pick some losers. What does he care, he gets his cut.” She gathers up the script in a messy heap and shakes it at him. “You think the Lunts would take a dog like this? You think Helen Hayes would look once at this thing?”


“So Garrett’s a bastard.” Billy ticks the edge of Delle’s script with his thumb. “Tell me something I don’t know.”


Delle sighs theatrically, her chest heaving with the effort. “We won’t last a week in New York.”


Billy smiles the thin smile that means trouble. “Not unless you get top billing, Countess?”


Delle holds up her finger as if it could shoot a bullet. “Don’t give me that. Don’t you give me that.”


Connie is invisible, silent on the sofa, next to her invisible sister. Her parents begin to fire words back and forth. Their voices pick up, their faces pulse blood, the words they use sound whipped and snapped and dirty.


A flutter of paper explodes from Delle’s hands, and now they’re screaming at each other amidst a tornado of pages. Connie freezes. The speed with which these storms start and stop always shocks her. She thinks her parents might have some secret mechanical parts, so that when they talk of pushing each other’s buttons they mean real buttons.


Faith is on the floor, gathering the spilled script one page at a time. Connie slips off the sofa and crouches next to her, imitating her precise movements. At the toe of her mother’s white pumps, cold, black, typed lines of dialogue stare up at her, their composure marred by smeared crossouts and writeovers in different colors of ink. She takes the sheets between her hands and taps them against the clammy carpet, listening hard.


Everything goes quiet, except for another burst of steam from the radiators. Delle is at the window, seething, her jaw tilted out toward the street; but her carriage, the subtle turn of her shoulder, shows her to be fully tuned, wholly there. She’s wearing a navy blue dress with a boat neck and fitted waist and tapered skirt. Her ears are dotted by white button earrings. Billy goes to her, his stride effortless, as if the horrible air weighed nothing at all. They murmur to each other, then kiss deeply, for an embarrassingly long time. He touches her shoulder near the neck and she lists into his hand, a tableau they’re known for on the stage.


Finished, they cross to the sofa, where Connie sits with Faith, the rescued script between them in a stack so even it might have been run through a paper cutter.


“We’re going to the Stardust for a bite,” Billy says. Connie’s cheek is warm where he holds it.


“Can’t we come, Billy?” she asks. She is hoping so hard it feels like a little animal in her stomach.


“It’s a bar,” Delle says. “They don’t allow children.” She smiles hugely, as if to make up for not inviting them. Her hair is chestnut red, piled up on her head. Her mouth is also red, but deeper, bloodier.


Billy runs a hand over his forehead. “Jesus, I have to get out of this heat. It feels like goddamned Cuba in here.”


“We’ll be quiet,” Connie says. She turns to Faith. “Won’t we, Faith?” She can almost hear the turn in Faith’s stomach. Faith hates to beg.


Faith moves to the window and sits on the wide, low sill. She isn’t going to help.


“Please, Billy,” Connie whines. “Please please please pleeease.” She contorts her face, tucks her fists up under her chin. Though it never gets her anywhere she does this almost every single time.


“Don’t whine, Connie, for God’s sake,” Billy says. “It makes your face look ugly.”


Delle slips into the white and navy topper that goes with the dress. She stops in mid-sleeve, frowning. “We’ve got to get them into a school,” she says, as if she’s just now thought of it. She looks toward the window. “Remind me tomorrow, Faith.”


Connie trails her to the door, still begging, but it’s no use.


“Back soon,” Billy says. He stops at the mirror to pat his hair close to the sides of his head, then they’re gone.


Connie turns to Faith, forgetting that Faith is disgusted with her. “Is my face ugly?” she asks.


“How should I know?” Faith says darkly. She’s still looking out the window.


“He always says that.”


“Then don’t listen.”


Connie never understands Faith’s directions. How do you not listen? “He never says it to you,” she says.


“I don’t beg.”


Connie moves to the window next to Faith to watch for Billy and Delle on the street below. They’re always easy to spot, and there they are, Billy’s bright yellow hair appearing like a streetlamp on the sidewalk.


“Do you wish you were that lady downstairs, Faith?” Connie asks. “That lollipop lady?”


“No.”


“She’s not very pretty.”


Faith doesn’t answer.


“She has that romantic husband.”


Faith doesn’t answer.


“Are you going to get married someday, Faith?”


“No.”


“Why not?”


Faith sighs. “First you have to find somebody who wants to marry you, that’s why not.”


“Oh.” Connie hadn’t thought of that. “Do you think somebody will want to marry me?”


“If you stop asking a million questions about everything.”


“Are you sure?”


Faith gets up and pulls the drape hard, hiding the grimy city. “Your face isn’t ugly,” she says.


“He said it was.”


Faith points to the mirror next to the door. “Look for yourself.”


Connie does. To her surprise her face looks just the way it did the last time she looked in a mirror. It looks a lot like Faith’s.


“See?” Faith says.


“See what?”


“How pretty your face is.” She has moved to the sofa and picked up a book. “No matter what he says.”


Faith is reading now, their conversation is over. Connie wanders around the room, flips the TV on and turns the dial, but nothing good is on. She returns to the window, opens the drape, and looks out at the big, sad city. She’d like to ask Faith how you’re supposed to know if somebody is lying, but Faith is done talking, Connie can tell. It’s getting dark, and the evening will be long, and Billy and Delle won’t come back soon even though they said they would. In the wavy reflection of the window she can see Faith hunched over her book, a world away, solid and focused. She runs her hand over her face, over her nose and mouth, and decides not to believe Billy, to believe Faith instead.


CONNIE’S FIRST DAY at the school in Columbus, or Cleveland, is her fifth, maybe sixth, first day this year. It’s way past Christmas and the kids are too far friends to let Connie in, even a little. But the teacher is nice, the nicest one so far.


A girl approaches Connie out of the den of coats in the coatroom. “What’s your lucky number?” she asks. She has shiny, pinkish skin and fuzzy hair buckled with a pink barrette. All the other girls have pink barrettes, too, Connie notices. Everyone except her: her head feels big and bald. In every school it’s something different. Last time it was shoes with straps; the time before that, cigar-wrapper rings and saying Oh right.


“What’s your lucky number?” the girl repeats. She waits, her eyes round and judging.


“Eighty-five,” Connie says, knowing she’s wrong, way wrong, but it’s the only number that comes to her.


The girl wrinkles her forehead. “What kind of lucky number is that? Eighty-five? That’s not lucky.”


“Yes it is,” Connie says. “It’s the luckiest number there is.”


The girl’s expression disintegrates like a punctured balloon, and Connie’s life takes a little turn. This is her first victory.


“Not only that,” she says, “it’s the same lucky number as Kathy on ‘Father Knows Best.’ ”


By this time two other girls are watching, their pink barrettes beaming back at the heavy overhead lights. The fuzzy-hair girl’s eyes narrow, mean blue slits. She’s the leader. “How do you know that?”


Connie gives her hair a shake. “I live in a hotel.”


The fuzzy-hair girl withdraws, the others inch nearer.


If Faith were here she would be angry, but Faith is back at the hotel, faking sick on the fold-out couch in the too-hot room, faking a fever so she doesn’t have to do another first day. At first Connie was frightened to be coming here alone, but now she’s glad. She can say anything she wants. Faith would tell her not to say where they live, not to say anything about Billy and Delle. When other kids ask Faith what her father is, she says a fireman. It’s the only lie she ever tells; usually she just won’t answer.


At science time the teacher brings a small cage to the front of the room. “Let’s see how our friends are today,” she says. “Connie, these little creatures belong to our class.”


“We’re raising them,” the fuzzy-hair girl says, as if to say We saw them first.


The teacher places the cage on Connie’s desk and lets her peer through the wires. Two taffy-colored hamsters sit at opposite ends of the cage, each peeping out from a fortress of wood chips. Their beady eyes are trained on her and their faces quiver. For some reason they make Connie think of her and Faith.


“Are they girls?” she asks the teacher.


The fuzzy-hair girl laughs, then everybody else.


The teacher smiles. “One’s a girl, one’s a boy. We’re waiting for them to have babies.”


Mortified by the laughter, Connie doesn’t hear much else. She watches the hamsters in their metal cage and thinks of them poised there, forever and ever, banking the wood chips against themselves.


At lunchtime a tall woman comes in to speak to the teacher. Connie knows they’re speaking about her, that once again she’s in the wrong grade, the wrong group; something is wrong.


The tall woman—the principal—beckons with her long nail. “Come with me, honey,” she says, smiling too hard, leading Connie into the hall. A dozen pink barrettes move at the same time.


The hall is tall and dark, the principal tall and dark, the world tall and dark.


The principal bends down. “Is Faith Spaulding your sister, honey?”


Connie shakes her head yes. Whatever the principal says Connie will believe. No matter how bad it is, she will believe it.


“Are you living at the Grandview?”


Connie shakes her head yes, her eyes smarting.


“Do you happen to know where your mom and dad are today, honey?”


Connie shakes her head no.


“Well.” She places a hand soft on Connie’s shoulder. Connie falls instantly in love with the face that goes with the hand. “Faith had a little accident today and had to go to the hospital, but she’s just fine, you don’t need to worry one bit.” Her voice is low and reassuring. “Would you like me to take you to see her?”


Connie shakes her head yes, her voice nothing but a heap of feathers.


On the way to the hospital Connie continues to shake her head no as the principal asks in her rosy voice, Maybe they went to visit a friend? Maybe you have an uncle or aunt in town? Maybe they went out for lunch somewhere, do you know where they go out for lunch?


The hospital is too bright, too steely, too white. The long, polished corridor is quiet but desperate; it’s like the wasps buzzing underneath their nest in the field across from the Connecticut house, a distant, dangerous teeming. With the principal Connie walks down this corridor until they get to a door near a counter where nurses pad back and forth on hard rubber soles. “Wait just a minute, honey,” the principal says, and goes over to speak to one of the nurses.


In the corridor is a chair. One chair all by itself, and Connie sits in it. She doesn’t care if it is wrong to sit in this chair, this chair is hers now, her lucky chair, she claims it. The wasps sound a little thicker now, and cutting through their dull whine comes a whimper—just one, in the buzzy quiet—that she recognizes as Faith’s.


The bed on which Faith lies stretched out, face up, her hands clasped loosely over her stomach, is made of steel, its sheets white, almost fluorescent, almost hard to look at. On a chair by the window lies her coat, the red one, its arms opened up. It’s hard to believe a girl once moved in it.


Faith stares at the ceiling. Her eyes are green and heavily flecked, like Connie’s, her eyelashes still. Her chin is extravagantly bandaged, starting just under the lip. Connie watches, horrified, convinced she is staring at the face of death. She moves to the bedside so that if her sister is alive she will know someone is there.


The green eyes slide over, the face does not move. The front of Faith’s blouse is blood-spattered, dried into puckers.


“Fell in tub,” Faith says, barely moving her mouth. At least that’s what it sounds like. “Hit faucet bad.”


Connie can’t talk—her voice seems to have permanently left her. Her own chin begins to tingle; she imagines her wet foot slipping and her hands flying out, then the cold smack of the faucet and the horrid warmth of drawn blood. She knows how ashamed Faith is to be here, to have strangers looking at her.


From the hall outside comes a shriek, and behind it a low and jumpy carping. Connie recognizes these sounds as Billy and Delle, and watches Faith’s eyes slide back, fix themselves again on the ceiling.


“Take me to her, take me to my baby!” Delle commands. And Billy: “We demand to see the doctor! Where in bloody hell is the doctor?” They sound like the count and countess: imperious, peevish, and English. Connie knows exactly what they look like: Delle’s red mouth drawn tight in judgment, Billy’s squared shoulders.


Their voices are rising now, drunken and shrill. Why weren’t they notified sooner? Bloody hell, their poor, precious girl in the hands of strangers!


“She would have bloody bled to death if the chambermaid hadn’t found her,” says a voice that sounds like an angry nurse’s.


When Connie hears them all thundering down the hall, she shrinks from the bedside and grabs the red coat, clutching it so hard her fingernails hurt, repeating eighty-five eighty-five eighty-five as fervently as she can. She sinks to the chair and drops her head, crushing Faith’s red coat into the bend of her body.


AFTER CONNIE HAS SPENT a lot of days in the classroom with the hamsters—a month, maybe, or a week, she simply can’t measure time—the play moves to New York.


It is a cool, starlit, energetic night, the marquee like a dozen tiny moons drizzling light on her head. She feels a little like a princess in her white dress, its lacy frill falling just below her knees. She’s dressed exactly like Faith, her hair winched into the same yellow braids. She can still feel the afterbite of Delle’s nails as she raked the hair back, complaining.


“Smile, honey,” somebody says. They have posed like this in every city in the country, it seems, but New York is different: the light, the air, the nervous click of spike heels on the sidewalk, the timbre of her parents’ voices—these things carry the dread and exhilaration of arrival. And something else—Delle’s prediction, smuggled in somehow with the joyful tones that rain down like confetti: The play won’t last a week. They’ll have to go back to Connecticut for a while, to a school Connie hates. Sundays Armand will come out from the city to take them to lunch and a long walk, with ice cream at the end; other than that, nothing will move. She and Faith will stare out the windows, or hang around in the weedy yard, while Billy and Delle drink brandy or rum in their musky bedroom, waiting for Garrett to call with another show.


For now, though, everyone is smiling, talking faster than squirrels, their faces clear in the circle of light. The women wear red lipstick, their dresses shimmer with color: red, pink, green, violet. Connie likes pink, but Delle makes them wear white, this way they stand out, they make a fine picture. Billy looks handsome in his tuxedo, Delle beautiful, a fur thrown over her thin sequined dress.


The cameras sound a little like insects, their flashes far too bright. Connie stands perfectly still inside her prickly white dress, thinking of her posture, her mother’s hand on her neck, her father’s hand cupping her shoulder. “Smile!” someone calls, and again: “Smile!” She does. Behind her she hears the crack of Billy and Delle’s smiles, too.


Next to her Faith is a stiff, unyielding presence. She won’t smile, not until the last possible minute. Faith hates this, hates having all these people looking at them. Connie feels a stab of guilt, but she can’t help liking this, in fact she loves it. Though Billy and Delle’s hands on her are no warmer than claws she can make herself feel them as the hands of love. She imagines they do indeed make a fine picture, the four of them all dressed up and standing in front of the poster for Billy and Delle’s show. She smiles again. She smiles until her cheeks hurt, pretending it is like this all the time. This is opening night.




II


________


FAITH




ONE


FAITH HARBORS FEW WISHES. What she wishes today, with unaccustomed passion, is to have a new school to go to. Instead this is Maine, again, the school Long Point High, where everybody knows your business. They know, for example, that Billy Spaulding died drunk in a car crash back in July, about four hours after the Long Point Summer Theater had closed its doors for the night. She can feel the sidelong stares of the other kids in the cafeteria, warm and thin and musing.


With her lunch tray balanced in one hand, she drags a chair to the reject table and sits with a couple of pock-faced boys from the marching band and a new girl, Marjory. They let her eat in merciful silence, the thrum of voices from surrounding tables a halo of space between her and the virulent world.


Faith doesn’t have to sit at the reject table; she’s pretty, for one thing, and she’s in College Prep. But the College Prep table comes with questions. In Long Point Billy and Delle are—were—celebrities; the kids grill her every chance they get, about actors and acting and Broadway and backstage, as if she should know a thing about it. Now that Billy’s dead it’s even worse. Sometimes she thinks everyone on earth was put there to ask questions she doesn’t know the answers to.


The new girl, Marjory, looks up from her shepherd’s pie. “Yucky food,” she says, lifting her roll, wet with string bean juice, as if to prove it.


Faith nods, smiling faintly. She’s already given up on this meal. Usually she can catch the food in time, keeping the portions inside the tray dividers, but today the cafeteria lady slopped the food every which way; pale juices are draining into all the wrong pockets.


“In Missouri it’s just as bad,” Marjory says. “That’s where I’m from.”


Faith steals a look at Marjory’s books; for some reason all the General Course books are brown. Marjory’s notebooks are pink, though, with Marjory loves Kevin scrawled over the covers in a bold, happy hand.


Faith is an A student, a fact that her guidance counselor says is a shock considering her scholastic history. The words scholastic history sound like a disease. Connie’s in Commercial Course, passing her classes by just enough to keep the school from calling Delle in to discuss things.


“Are you from here?” Marjory asks.


“Yes,” Faith says, because it’s easier. She remembers living in Missouri once for a couple of months, on the tour for Count Your Change, and again, though not as long, during Mister Mistake.


“I saw you walking to school this morning,” Marjory says. “Was that your sister?”


Faith nods. At the far end of the cafeteria, under a bank of windows, Connie is sitting at the burnouts’ table with a bunch of boys, her face animated with some fib she’s telling, probably the one about sitting on Marlon Brando’s lap when she was five, or meeting James Dean. Her hair is long, parted straight down the middle. It’s naturally blonde but she dyes it blonder. At night she rolls it up with empty orange juice cans. She has to keep waving it out of her eyes in a way boys like; they show off for her, punching each other on the arm and laughing loud enough to get the eye from the assistant principal. Faith can hardly remember the time when Connie used to follow her around at new schools, afraid of peeing her pants. Her makeup—blue eye shadow and blue eyeliner and blue mascara that Faith can see all the way across the room—makes her look older than she is. She’s a freshman, only one grade behind Faith. Faith is sixteen, almost a year older than everybody else in her class because Billy and Delle put her in the wrong grade once in Connecticut. She will be nineteen years old when she graduates from high school, a humiliation she feels in advance.


“Maybe we could walk home together,” Marjory says.


Faith doesn’t say no, and finds Marjory waiting for her in the lobby at the end of the day. They walk down the long hill from the high school, Marjory chitchatting happily, not seeming to mind that Faith doesn’t say much. At the ball field, where the road divides, they stop.


“Which way do you go?” Marjory asks.


Faith points the way, ashamed. This road divides the town in more ways than one.


“I go the other way,” Marjory says, reaching below the plaid hem of her jumper to yank up her tights. In Long Point this year white tights are out, but Marjory has no way of knowing. “Why don’t you come to my house for a while?”


“I don’t think so,” Faith says. If she goes to Marjory’s house then wouldn’t Marjory expect to see the trailer sometime?


“My mother makes something sweet every day,” Marjory says. “Today’s blond brownies.”


Marjory must be lying. “I’ve got to get home,” Faith says. “But thanks.”


At the end of the gravel drive that leads up to the trailer, the mailbox glints on top of a splintery post. The flag is still up, the mail and newspaper sticking out the end of the box. Faith sinks at the shoulders; this is not a good sign.


Connie is already there, sitting on the bottom step, waiting. Behind her the dingy trailer hunkers like some sleepy monster: the frosted, slatted windows, designed for a hotter climate, look like half-closed eyes. It’s only September but already the yard has gone yellow, the result of a killing frost come early. A few marigolds linger along the edge of the step. Faith scans the trailer, the crooked trees, the last of the flowers she and Connie planted. The plastic ducks they found once at a rummage sale are set into a family unit on the grass.


“She’s on the floor,” Connie says. “She’s been writing to Garrett.”


Garrett quit being Billy and Delle’s agent years ago, when they got fired from Silver Moon, but now that Delle’s a widow she thinks he owes her something. She’s blown up too many bridges, Garrett says; he couldn’t get her a job canning tuna. Every once in a while Delle writes him pages and pages of illegible rage.


Connie moves over enough to let Faith sit down.


“I picked up the mail,” Faith says. “Didn’t you see it?”


“It’s never for me.”


They wait for a few minutes, looking out at the soon-to-be-forsaken yard. The air snaps of winter; already dusk falls too early.


“There’s a letter from Armand,” Faith says. Armand’s letters, which come once a week, include a check for each of them. He says it’s money from Billy’s life insurance, but they don’t believe it, and neither one of them has ever told Delle. Delle thinks they buy their clothes from the piddly allowance she gives them.


“Why did you sit with the rejects today?” Connie says. “It’s embarrassing.”


“They’re not rejects.”


“Says you.”


“That new girl is nice.”


Connie smirks in a way that infuriates Faith. “If you like white tights.”


“She can’t help it if she’s from Missouri. Nobody asked her opinion to move here.”


Faith opens Armand’s note and hands Connie her check. She reads the note, which is handwritten on the stiff, beige stationery of his New York law office. It reads like most of his notes—did they need anything, how’s their mother, how’s school. She gives that over as well.


“I’ve heard some things about that guy you’ve been sitting with,” she says to Connie.


“Who?”


“That guy.”


“Danny?”


“You know which one.”


This is a lot of talking, for them.


“Don’t believe everything you hear,” Connie says.


Faith shrugs. “It’s your life.”


They sit a while longer. Finally Connie lets go the sigh of an old woman. “Should we go in?”


They go in. Faith hates this trailer more than any place she has ever lived. The Connecticut house seems blurry and far away, a place she might have seen from the window of a bus. When Billy and Delle left Silver Moon, banished to summer stock in Maine, they all lived in a candy-striped motel just outside of Long Point, the first time Faith and Connie had their own room to share on the road. Even with Connie in the next bed, Faith felt a blessed sense of privacy, for when Billy and Delle fought or ran lines, their voices were no more than an urgent hum on the other side of the wall. They stayed there for three years. In summer Billy and Delle delighted tourists with their faultless harmonies, their genteel dancing, their gift for comic timing. In winter they retreated to the Connecticut house for days or sometimes weeks at a time, vainly looking for a director still willing to work with them. For Faith, left behind with her sister in the striped motel, Maine became a steady landscape, something like a home. After Billy died, Delle sold the Connecticut house and bought this place—on purpose, she says, a message to all the flapjaws in town who thought Billy might have left her well provided for.


“You take her feet,” Faith says.


Delle is lying on her side in front of the couch. It looks as if she’s been chewing tobacco, but the dribble of brown is coffee brandy. A few petals of notepaper drift around her, scarred by outraged indentations from a pen that skips. Her clothes, a sweatshirt and a pair of stretch pants, are streaked with coffee-colored stains. She’s thin but puffy-looking, her hair mashed against one cheek.


“Up,” Faith says, prying her mother’s shoulders from the floor. Delle is mumbling something, her voice dark and petulant.


“Bastard ruined us,” she says, her words slurry and wet.


Faith meets Connie’s eyes, the same as her own, glazed from knowing exactly what’s coming.


“Bastard bastard,” Delle says. “ ‘Work ethic’ my ass, we made that show.” Now she’s laughing, an eerie, disconnected cackle. “Didn’t last long without us, now did it?” Her eyes roll, the amber irises set into an unhealthy yellow gleam.


Faith looks away.


“Two years we did that show. Hah! Eight days they lasted without us. Eight pissy little days.”


Her fists threaded through her mother’s armpits and clamped together over her chest, Faith bends her knees and lifts. She waits until Connie hefts Delle’s feet, then begins to back down the hall. Once or twice she has to pause as Connie, her blue makeup clinging to her face like an illness, struggles with her part of their mother’s trifling weight. Faith is stronger than her sister, has always been. To her, Delle is no heavier than a sack of dry laundry.


They bring Delle into her bedroom and lower her to the bed. Faith pulls a clean nightgown from the laundry basket while Connie swabs Delle’s face with a washcloth. “Oww,” Delle mutters as Faith works the stained sweatshirt over her head. Delle starts to whimper—small, self-pitying whinnies. Faith ignores her, as she always does, flashing Connie a look of complicity. Then Delle gets serious. Her cries become gummy and harsh, thick with phlegm; they permeate the fetid air of this bedroom, until Faith can hardly breathe. “Stop it, Delle,” she hears Connie say. “It doesn’t do any good.”


Delle stops. Faith pulls off her mother’s shoes, socks, pants. A soft bruise wells on Delle’s hip where she has fallen. Her belly is veiny and a little swollen, though her legs, taut from years of dancing, would still be pretty if she shaved them. Her hands are dry, with starry cracks over the knuckles. It no longer embarrasses Faith to see her mother’s body. She regards it shamelessly, reminding herself to never look this way. Her mother is no longer beautiful.


“Get the bucket,” Faith tells Connie, but Connie has it already and places it next to the bed.


Faith shimmies the nightgown down over her mother’s head and shoulders, guides her arms through the sleeves, reaches underneath her to shake it down under her bottom. She snaps on a lamp so Delle won’t scream when she wakes. As she adjusts the lampshade away from Delle’s eyes, the light shivers onto the framed photograph of Billy and Delle in Silver Moon.


Faith closes the door and follows Connie into the trailer’s tiny kitchenette. They eat at the same time every day. They get up at the same time, too, even on weekends. No matter what Delle is doing, these rituals do not change. It’s something they’ve never discussed, just one of their silent pacts, like not telling Delle about the checks from Armand.


Connie rummages in the cupboard and extracts a box of macaroni. “You want this?” she says.


“Okay.” Faith runs some water in a pot and sets it on the stove.


“I’ll be out tonight,” Connie says. Her hair looks greenish under the kitchen light from whatever she’s been putting in it.


“You don’t have to lighten your hair,” Faith says. “You’re blonde enough.”


Connie shrugs. “You can’t be blonde enough.”


Faith watches the pot boil. Connie used to be nothing but questions, and now she is nothing but answers. “Are you going out alone?”


“Nope.”


“With Danny?”


“Uh-huh.”


“Will you ask him to pick you up at the road?”


Connie looks up.


Faith’s eyes slide toward Delle’s room. “The motorcycle might wake her up.”


Connie goes to the phone while Faith drops half a box of macaroni into the pot. The water settles down, then foams up. She hears Connie murmur a few words into the phone, then hang up and open the fridge.


“You want Pepsi or 7-Up?” Connie says.


“I don’t care.”


“Danny’s not coming.” Connie gets two glasses down from the cupboard and pours two 7-Ups.


“Why not?”


“I’d rather stay in, that’s all.”


“You don’t have to.”


Connie sits at the table and shakes her hair, green light zigzagging through it. “I’m sick of him anyway.”


“Why?” Faith really wants to know. She’s only gone out with one boy: Thomas, from her English class. But not for long; his way of not being shy was to ask a million questions.


Connie sighs. “Danny’s just like every other guy I know. Stupid and pushy.” She stops to help Faith pour the macaroni into a colander. “Besides, I think he’s getting sick of me, too, if you want the truth. Rule number one: Dump them before they dump you.”


It shames Faith to be getting this kind of advice from her younger sister, but she listens to every word, not knowing the first thing about boys. Or anything else, if you got right down to it. So she listens, seizing the opportunity. Usually they eat in silence, Connie twisting the ends of her hair, Faith reading a book.


“That new girl Marjory has a boyfriend back in Missouri,” Faith says. “He sends her a card every day.”


“It’s easy to be in love if you don’t have to talk to each other,” Connie says, mashing the macaroni with butter in a way that makes Faith sick.


“She says her bedroom is pink. Pink carpet, pink everything. She has a bunch of posters of the Beatles, especially Paul.”


“John’s the best one,” Connie says. “He’s the talent.”


“She says her mother bakes her a sweet every day.”


Connie pauses, a forkful of smashed macaroni caught in midair. “She’s lying.”


Faith nods. “That’s what I thought.”


“She probably just wishes that.”


“Probably.”


A deep moan floats down the hall. Faith puts down her fork. “Delle’s awake.”


Connie stares straight ahead as if she hasn’t heard. She gets up and puts her half-eaten meal in the sink. Faith does the same, then follows Connie out the door into the chill of the early evening. They sit on the ground, their knees drawn up, looking out at the marigolds, the lawn ducks, the grass.


“The flowers are still pretty,” Faith says.


“They are.”


From inside the trailer comes the muffled thump of Delle falling out of bed and scrambling to get up. Faith hugs herself against the chilly air, waiting for the first star of the evening.




TWO


WHEN FAITH MEETS Joseph Fuller Junior, she is out of high school, a working girl, and for the first time her life feels like a real life. Even the trailer seems like a place where real people live: she and Connie have painted the walls the whitest white they could find, and replaced the mishmash that hung there—black-and-whites of Billy and Delle in their plays—with peaceful dime-store paintings of rivers and streams. Tabletops no longer suffocate under magazines and popcorn bags and sticky bottles, dishes no longer fester in the sink. After Delle died, they packed her things into her room and shut the door.


Armand paid off the mortgage on the trailer, and still pays the monthly bills: the heat, the lights, the telephone; he also pays for Faith to take a medical secretary course at night, in Portland, and will pay for Connie to go away to become a stewardess, which she swears to do the second the Long Point High School diploma crosses her palm. First she must repeat her senior year.


Faith isn’t sure where all this money is coming from. Armand says Delle saved more than he thought. Faith draws some comfort from this knowledge, as if her mother—who in the space of two years dried up on the couch like a vegetable peeling—is more fluid in death, has learned, under the pale, rangy grass of her grave, how to give a gift.


The first thing she notices about Joseph Fuller Junior is his eyes, a blue so dark they seem another color altogether. Except for his eyes, and black, black hair, he is colorless, his face drained of blood. He has mononucleosis, and is here to see Dr. Howe. Even sick he’s good-looking.


“Ooh,” says Dr. Howe’s nurse, Marion, just under her breath. “Go for it.” A few years older than Faith, and married, Marion always has plenty to say.


As usual, Faith has no idea what she means. How do you go for it? Not the way Connie does, going out to drive-ins with guitar players or guys just back from Vietnam. Faith doesn’t like any of the things Connie does, they have less to say to each other than ever, and yet they live contented in the trailer, cleaning it before it gets dirty, taking the lawn ducks in at night so they won’t get ruined. They are inseparable, and separate, like parallel lines, defined by the distance between them. Still, the thought of a year from now, with Connie gone, chokes Faith a little. She doesn’t think she knows how to live without her.


“I’ve got an appointment,” Joseph Fuller says. He leans against the counter as if he were too weak to hold himself up. Faith will later discover this is a habit of his, leaning into people.


“Name?” Faith asks, feeling the flush on her cheeks.


“Joseph Fuller, Junior.” He leans clear across the counter on his elbows—his long, shiny hair falling forward over his collar—and taps his name in the appointment book. “Right there. Three-fifteen.”


Faith straightens up, hoping to get him to do the same. “New patient?” she asks officiously. Her duties in this office so far are slight and she tries to make the most of them.


“Nah,” he says. “There must be a file on me somewhere. My family’s been coming here for a thousand years.”


“Oh?” Faith looks down at the appointment book as if checking for something, but in fact her mind is backtracking through the day, all the way to this morning when she pulled the files. There is no file for Joseph Fuller Junior, she is sure. Dr. Howe is kind to her and she hates to do things wrong.


“One moment, please,” Faith says, then turns on her heel and steps into the file closet, trying to appear brisk. She thumbs once again through the F’s: Fuller, Joseph, Sr.; Fuller, Phoebe; Fuller, Gregory; Fuller, Brian; Fuller, William; Fuller, Peter (deceased). After another inch or so of Fuller files—wives and children—there it is: Fuller, Joseph, Jr. It’s so thin she missed it. She plucks it from the stack and opens it. Normal childhood diseases, inoculations, and a broken ankle playing basketball when he was ten. Last visit, age fifteen.


“You’ll have to fill out one of these,” she tells him when she gets back to the front desk. He’s still leaning. She snaps a history form to a clipboard and hands him a pen. “Dr. Howe requires new information if it’s been over six years.”
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